WOODBINE MEMORIES 


1947-1999 

These memories are being written because New Albany is celebrating its bicentennial. 
Anyone having lived in a historical building was asked to contribute information. In looking 
back as a 71 year old New Albany native, many of these memories were stirred up in my mind 
to the point of realization that if 1 didn't record them, they were lost. 

The family 

As a very young child I remember growing up in a big house next to State Street School. My 
grandmother, Esther, had a private kindergarten in one of the rooms. She also taught elocution 
lessons, helped organize ice'cream socials, and had private birthday parties for others. 

Her maiden name was Esther Fleischer. Older people in New Albany remember her 
brothers' shoe store, Fleischer's Shoestore, located on the corner of Vincennes and Oak. Many 
also remember going to her kindergarten. She taught the colors, numbers, games, and songs to 
4 and 5 year olds by tracing by hand around a pattern for each child(ex: gingerbread boy for 
brown, an apple for red, etc.) She had 40+ children in each of her three kindergartens. In 
Jeffersonville class was on M,W, and F mornings for 2 hours. New Albany class on M,W, and F 
afternoons for 2'hours, and Corydon class was on T and Th morning for 2 hours. The cost was 
$1.00 a day for class and $2.00 a week for transportation. There were ladies that drove station 
wagons to pick up the children. She did all without knowing how to drive. Grandfather would 
drive her to New Albany and then she would ride with one Of the drivers or catch the public bus 
to Corydon. 

As a story teller, my grandmother could not be surpassed. All the little eyes would watch as 
she told funny, sad, and scary stories. Years later I realized that by teaching poems, finger- 
plays, games, dances, and other recitation pieces, she was teaching children the confidence and 
social skills needed to succeed in life. I could go on and on, but 1 will conclude with two special 
memories. One was that every Easter she would get shoe boxes from her brothers and put two 
red, blue, yellow, or blue chicks in it for each child. The second memory is that she always 
ended the school year with an "operetta" where the children would sing, dance, recite, and 
perform in front on their parents. The conclusion was that they would graduate with 
graduations hats that YES she made each one by hand. 

My grandmother was someone that I was always very close to. My grandparent's families 
came from Germany. Grandfather was a butcher, but later became involved in real-estate 
which included their home. Woodbine. As a young girl I remember my grandparents 



entertaining church groups and playing canasta with their friends. They went to auctions 
where they purchased many antiques that they displayed throughout their home. They always 
welcomed me on week-ends or summer vacations. It was like my second home as I was 
growing up. 

In continuing, it is important to note that I grew up during the 50's when all the cowboys and 
their beautiful horses were on T.V. I lived in the city on Main Street and my pony was at 
Woodbine. Every chance that I got I went to my grandparents. 

The Grounds 

As one arrives and goes through the stone entrance and up the winding driveway, it begins 
to feel like a special place. On the left there used to be a "sunken garden". It consisted of three 
pools with sidewalks around each. There were trellises with benches located among them. I 
can only imagine how beautiful and fascinating they must have been when Mr. Rasmussen, the 
original owner, made them. Without constant upkeep they got to the point where my father 
bulldozed it to clean the grounds. 

Located on top of the hill to the left was a reservoir that was not used. It had big concrete 
walls that my friends and I climbed over to catch the fish by hand, put them in a bucket, and 
then took them to a lake below the house. It had deteriorated to the point that my father 
bulldozed it down also. While he had the bulldozer, he also made bridle paths through the 
wooded property behind the house. This wooded area was later sold to become a subdivision 
called Woodland Heights. There was also a barn in this area where we kept the horses and 
some chickens. We always had fresh eggs and sometimes fried chicken. I always knew that it 
was time to eat when my grandmother rang a big dinner bell that I could hear a mile away. 

The circular driveway in the back of the house had a birdbath that had running water. I 
would often give my horse a bath there with Halo shampoo. The people living in the apartment 
above the garage worked at Colgate and always kept me supplied with Halo. The couple is of 
special note because their names were Martha and Nova King who in later life donated a 
beautiful heart sculpture that stands outside of Floyd Memorial Hospital. 

The Home 

As my memories take me inside of the 4,700 sq. ft. home, I remember that we were always in 
the beautiful bright yellow kitchen or in the drawing room. The breezeway between the 
apartment and main house was later closed in by my brother and father. They used beautiful 
frosted windows taken from one of the big homes on East Main Street. The drawing room was 
where grandfather would build a fire in the fireplace and we would close the double doors to 
the room so we would stay warmer. We also kept the big heavy drapes closed to either keep 



the heat of the summer out or the cold of the winter out. My grandmother would always be 
tracing around her patterns for her students. Later when T.V. was invented, all of the chairs 
faced toward it. This room was where my grandmother's bed was placed in her later year. The 
dining room had a bell under the dining room table that one could step on to signal someone in 
the kitchen that something was needed. There were four bedrooms upstairs and four 
bathrooms. I remember a laundry chute where we could drop clothes and they would end up 
in the basement. The fantastic historical organ and all of its pipes was located along the 
stairwell and In a special room upstairs. (Additional organ information Is available through 
other sources). 

As a child that was covered with horse hair, I found the basement to be the most fascinating 
for my friends and me when we needed to come in from playing or riding. We hung our wet 
cold coats and gloves on the warm pipes and proceeded to play games. One of our most 
favorite was shopping in a dark pantry room. In this room was a big freezer, a butcher block 
and rows of canned goods. There was another big room where grandfather had a huge rolled- 
top desk. Here he did all of his paper work for the apartments that he owned and managed. 
The laundry room had a wood-burning stove where he would make pickled-pig feet. The 
furnace room had a furnace that required coal. When it snowed he would put burned coal 
(clinkers) on the driveway so we could have traction to make it up in the car. There was a big 
room for coal and another filled with tools. 

Many treasured memories for me were made in this home. When I left for college, my 
horses were sold and my visits became less and less. After my grandfather passed away, I 
would visit my aunt and grandmother as often as I could. When my grandmother passed away, 
my aunt moved to my brother's home and he moved to Woodbine. He took on the 
monumental task of restoring the organ, painting, and making the home beautiful again. Our 
family was fortunate to enjoy the home for several more years. Hopefully the future owners 
will appreciate the unusual and outstanding home. 

1890 Anders Rasmussen left Copenhagen, Denmark. 

1920 He had a successful nursery business and built Woodbine. 

1947 Herman E. Umbrelt purchased it from Edward Campbell. It was passed to Edward F. 
Umbreit around 1992. He sold it around 1999. 
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